The Resurrection

dream, was only finished when, after a struggle of
two years, I had made the Fool and Blind Man,
Cuchulain and Conchubar whose shadows they are,
all image, and now I can no longer remember what
they meant except that they meant in some sense
those combatants who turn the wheel of life. Had
I begun On Bath's Strand or not when I began to
imagine, as always at my left side just out of the
range of the sight, a brazen winged beastx that I
associated with laughing, ecstatic destruction? Then
I wrote, spurred by an external necessity, Where There
is Nothing, a crude play with some dramatic force,
since changed with Lady Gregory's help into The
Unicorn from the Stars. A neighbourhood inflamed
with drink, a country house burnt down, a spiritual
anarchy preached ! Then after some years came the
thought that a man always tried to become his
opposite, to become what he would abhor if he did
not desire it, and I wasted some three summers and
some part of each winter before I had banished the
ghost and turned what I had meant for tragedy into
a farce : The Player Queen. Then unexpectedly and
under circumstances described in A Packet to E%ra
Pound came a symbolical system displaying the
conflict in all its forms :

1 Afterwards described in my poem 'The Second Com-
ing/
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